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Dear Chichen 

Uithin each one of us, is 0 constant urge to create. Whotis this feeling within 
Us, that always wants exaression? 

The method of expression is offerent for oll of us. 

Some of us want to pain. some of us want to carve, others want to cartoon, 
jphotograah, some others just want to le on the grass and cheom into sopce. 

All these activities in themselves are good for us. They help take owoy the 
tension of everycoy life (Did bo my homework? LUhat marks wil get? LUhy oll 
sister and | fight today), ond help us relax. 

We need these activities too, to make our lives complete. 

Hour is that. you may ask. We live ond grow through experience. And just 
school and studies co not form experiences. Experiences ore the woy we deo! 
with others, the way we make fiends, the way we leam from incidents the Woy 
we ore able to understand ourselves. 

All his 1s creativity too. 

Moke 0 space for yourself in time, when you con give exaression to the 
creotinty you wont. When you grow out of text-books and school, it is this 
creativity that heles you along. 
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Dear Exitor, 
{have a request to all our contnbut 
Please write your full name and address 
clearly on your articles, 
eel sory fr the exitor, when | see his 
litle notes asking for addresses, below many 
atiles in the magazine, 
‘A. Angelin Sophia, aged 11, 
Trichy - 620 001. 





Dear Exitor, 

This is with reference to the story 
Pandora's Box in the November issue. The 
story clearly says that Mercury wore winged 
shoos. But in the illustration, Mercury is 
shown bareloct with wings. 





Your eagle eyes detected our blunder, 
Avinash, Sorry! a, 


Dear Editor, 
Hund a sat itl 
MY Giop! THIS IS 
3999 th TIME! 





ns 


aficle, My City in the November 
issue. He had said that men are 
‘ot allowed at Attukal, Men areal 
lowed at Attukal, except during he 
Pongala es 





R. Lalitha, aged 10, 
Trivandrum and Athul U., aged 7, 
Cochin. 


Dear Editor, 

| find Appu becoming a cruel, disobe- 

dient and rude tle elephant. Please ask him 
to change his ways, 

R. Anita, aged 13, 

S.K.MHS. School, Madr 








Dear Editor, 

| study in a British schoo! in Bahrain 
My Bntish trends enjoy reading Gokulam. | 
‘am called the joke-teller ofthe class. Do you 
know why? | always read out jokes {rom 
Gokulam othe class, 





Bahrain. 
Doar Editor, 
‘My younger sister avays quarrels with 
‘mo for nothing al all. | like her very much, 
















and | fee bad everytime she quar ; 
rN eau of my en Don 
el very jelous of my ends 

vino nave ier younger sisters, want BECOME 
her to stop quarreling with me. Can RUDE... 
you save my protien? 

5. Kaviprasanna, aged 12, 

Flosary Mati, Madras, 

Dear Editor, 
©) Iwas really zapped when | read 
Fadl Bate by Narmada in you No 
vember gee, We had ben suring 
fromthe eam prtie to, Or neigh 
bour's monst’ begins noise at 6am 
and shuts up ony at midnight Our par 
tris ted aking to ther, eying that 
Tha plying the radio al sucha high 
volun turd vs, But van 

Ten came Ofal And gueds how we 
‘solved the problem? We went to our neigh: sme of them, 
our’ house and gave them aveeis: Wo 









© | agroo that tex-books are boring, Pay 
careful attention tothe teacher's explanations 
inclass. You'l ind lessons quite interesting 
when you read them again, 





Usha Raman, 
Bangalore - 54 and 
i Kavith 
Auxilium School, New Delhi 

2 ove comics too, But remam- 
ber your marks depend on your stud: 
ies. Whon you think of your marks, a 
fear strikes you—take advantago of 
this fear, and switch over to studies 
R, Swamalatha, aged 16, 
Madras - 90. 












Discuss yourlessons wth you ends 
Youll emember them batter. 
8.K. Archana, aged 14, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kudremukh, 
haven' heard the imonsersince then So, 
‘before you solve a problem itfortat,remem- (= Concentrate on lessons while studying, 
ber, there are non-violent ways of doing it Get somebody to put small questions on the 
09, subject, to you, after that. 
Bindu V, Bena P. Shetgoankar, aged 15, 
‘Trivandrum - 695 009, ‘Goa 
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Here are some questions 
that have tricky answers. 
Choose the answer that 
suits you best and put a 
tick mark on it. 


1, Have youever noticed cloud 


Cees 


formations? What does this one 
look like, to you? 

a) An elephant 

b) A pineapple 

©) Nothing at all 
2, When you read a story, do 





get so involved in it 

that you forget everything else? 

b) , without get- 
ting involved? 
3. In your exam paper, 
you'regiven thechoicetowrite 
‘an essay on any of these 
topics. Which one would 
‘you choose? 

a) My dream 


©) A horse 
4. You 
























)Copy from 
a painting or 
greeting card? 

b) Paint 
what you see 4: 
around you? 

©) Paint from imagination? 

5. When you choose a book to 
read, do you 

) Choose one that has pic- 
tures in it? 

b) Choose a comic? 

¢) Choose any good book that 
looks interesting? 

6. Imagine you are a wild 
boar being chased by alion. How 
would you escape? 

a) Iwould think of some trick 
to outwit the lion 

b) I would turn around and 
fight the lion, 

©) I don't know. 

7. Do you like to daydream? 

a) Yes. 

b) No, 

8, What do you think happi- 
ness is? 

a) It is a state of mind. 

b) It is getting all 
the things you want. 
9.Youaregivena 
sheet of blank white 
paper. What will 
you do with it? 
a) You make a 
boat or a plane 
with it 

b) You paint 
on it. 
©) You stow it 






















carefully away in a drawer. 

10. Just suppose you are the 
new editor of ‘Gokulam’. And 
‘you are asked to improve it, you 
would, 

a) Try to give better stories 
and pictures, 

b) Think it’s okay asitis, and 
continue do the same. 

inished? Now this is how 
Fx: score yourself. Give 
yourself one point for each 
‘answer, if you have ticked a for 
1, 2, 8, 6,7, 8,9, 10. 

Give yourself one point for 
each answer if you have ticked b 
for 1, 3, 4, Band 9. 

Ifyou have ticked e for 4 and 
5, give yourself a point for each 
answer. 


‘ow total the number of 
Norinet sou hove 

Thisis how you evaluate your. 
self. 

8 points and above — you are 
a very creative and imaginative 


person! 
6 points and above — you are 












COVER ARTIC 



























creative, you can do better. 

4-6 points — average. You 
have more for 
creativity. 

Below 4 points — you 
needalittle loosening up! 


scope 





Whoops! We are not 
talking about guns, We're 
talking about cameras! 
Photography is a very 
xpensive creative medium, 
even for the die-hard camera 
bufls. But hard work always 
‘overcomes obstacle 
those of you who are 
interested in this subject, 
P.C. Sriram, the well-known 
cincmatographer has some 
pointers to give, 
Sivasankari and Anand, 
of the cighth standard in 
Padma Seshadri School, 
Madras, are two such 
enthusiasts. They went 
through a student’s training 
programme in photography, 








interesting encounter. 






‘am in an 


Sivasankari: What is the 


art of photography? 
Sriram: Hmm... Fi 
me, what did you two 





t, tell 
shoot 
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PHOTOGRAPHY 





during your training? 

Sivasankari: I snapped an 
elephant. 

‘Anand: I photographed a 
pair of parrots... 

Sriram: Why did you shoot 
them? 

Sivasankari: 
beautiful sight. 

Anand: I would say thesame 
too. 

Sriram: Exactly! That'swhat 
photography is about. It is the 
language to convey the beauty 
we see around us, to others. 

Anand: We were given 
cameras during our training. 
Are they like the one you use? 

Sriram: They are different. 
It is enough for beginners like 
you to have ordinary cameras. 
First, you learn just to click a 
picture. Then, gradually, you 
get ideas thata picture may look 
better taken this way or that. 


It was a 


66 
Itis the 
language 
to convey 
the 
beauty 
we see 
around us, 


to others. 
——— 33 


‘Sivasankari: We speak of 
aperture and speed adjustment... 
What are they, exactly? 

Sriram: Compare the 
aperture of the camera, to the 
pupils of our eyes. The pupil 
shrinks in bright light. It 
remains normal in normal light. 
And in dim light, the pupil 
expands. Inacamera, wenarrow 
or widen the aperture according 
to the intensity of thelight. 

Speed adjustment depends 
on the movement of the subject 
potographed andalsoon the light 
available. It is the number of 
times the shutter of a camera 
can open and close in a given 
second. We learn to use the 
correct speed and aperture only 
by practise. 

Sivasankari: What about 
the cameras with automatic 
adjustments? 






















PLEASURES OF RAIN 


The rain is all set, 
To fall on the soil and make it wet, 





Sriram: Those who really 
want to learn photography 
should not use automatic 
cameras in the beginning. They 
should learn to make every little 
adjustment themselves, 

Anand: How should a 
photograph be? 

Sriram: Thatdependson the 
purpose for which it is taken, 
For example, passport size 
photographs should show the 
face of the subject clearly, 

Ifyou are taking a photo a of 
a traveller resting under a tree, 
makesureyouareabletocapture 
the blinding sunlight, the things 
that he has with him... Only 
then will people know that he is 
atraveller taking rest under the 
shade of a tree. If these details 
are-not there, the photograph 
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PoeTRY 

‘The rain falls wide and far, 

It even washes my'daddy’s car! 

Rain, rain! Oh! pleasant rain, 

Washes away our discomforts and 
pain, 









One can even see the frog, 
Croaking and dancing on the log, 
‘The birds and animals at the 200, 
Seeing the rain, feel happy too, 
experience joy and fun, 















In the rain, when I walk or run, 
Rain gives only gain, 
‘To forests, mountains and plains, 







Omkar Ram, aged 14, 
Bhopal - 462 021, 






will just show an old man 
sleeping under a tree, nothing 
else. 

Anand: How do we choose 


what to photograph? 
Sriram: It depends on your 
own taste. There are 





photographers who shoot only 
sports or wildlife or fashion... 

Sivasankari: What basic 
qualification should a 
photographer have? 

Sriram: Patience! You can't 
learn photography in aday, week 
or a year. You go on learning all 
the time. And keep your camera 
clean. It is important, for it 
affects the quality of your 
photograph. 


Compiled by Chandramouli 
Photograph : Yoga. 









A beam of sunlight fell on 
Balaji’s face. He opened his sleepy eyes. 
It took him a while toremember where he 
was. Ofcourse! — in his own little bedroom 
in the new house! 

He had spent the previous day helping 
his family move from the rental apartment where he had 
lived since he was little, into this house. 

“It’s not really a new house,” thought Balaji. “Just new to us.” 





The house had been built nearly two hundred years ago, during 
the time of the British Raj. In front, there was a tiny fish pond and 
arose garden, Behind the house grew a few fruit trees. Against the 
back wall were the dilapidated remains of an old outhouse. 

“What a lovely, sunny Sunday,” Balaji said aloud, “Ican explore 
the garden.” 
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es PAD MS 
He wolfed down his break- 
fast of hot idlis and sambhar, and 
ran outside. He watched the fish in 
the pond for a while, but it was a 
little boring. They didn'tdovery 
much, just swam around in circles. 
He went to the back and climbed 
some of the trees. After a few 
hours, he grew tired of this too. 
“Whatshall I doafterlunch?” 
he wondered. He decided to in- 
vestigate the outhouse. 


Hi haa to use all his 
strength to pull back the rusty 
bolt on the door. It finally creak- 
ed open, revealing a dusty inte- 
rior. Balaji sneezed twice, as his 
eyes began to adjust to the dark- 
ness. 

“Hmm...., there isn’t much in 
here,” he thought. The sunlight 
dripped in through little holesin 
theroof. Inthe cornerlayarake, 
festooned with cobwebs, and the 
coils of an old water hose. 





FIN@ES 


He was about to leave when 
he spied the black bicycle. 

“Look!” he cried, “There's an 
oldbicycle in here. Maybe it still 
works,” 

Itwasrusty. The black paint 
‘was peeling off in places, The 
seat moved up and down, unless 
you sat in just the right place. 
‘The tyres had no air in them, 
‘The lamp didn't function. 

“Tl take it inside and 
appa if he can help me fix it’ 








Bataji worked on the bi- 
cycle for a week. He polished it 
andoiledit and his father helped 
him replace the tyres and repair 
the lamp. He kept the bicycle on 
the verandah outside his room. 

“I wish you were shiny and 
new and blue, but I like you just 
the same,” Balaji said to the bi- 
cycle that night. 

“That's good because I like 
you too.” 
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mena PADMA, 

“What? Who's there?” asked 
Balaji, a little worried. 

“Don't be frightened. It’sjust 
me, Kutti the bicycle,” came the 
voice again. 

Balaji looked around. There 
was no one in sight. It was — it 
couldn't be — it was the bicycle! 

“Er... Hello! Kutti bicycle,” 
said Balaji nervously. 

“Thanks for fixing me up,” 
said Kutti, “I guess you 
must be quite surprised to 
hear me talk. I'm a magic 
bicycle, you know. I was 
made in the days of penny 
farthings and bone shak- 
ers.” 
“Who and who?” asked 
Balaji. 


Preany farthings 
and bone shakers,” Kutti 
repeated. “Penny farthings 
were some of the first bi- 
cycles ever invented. You 
can see them in circuses 
sometimes. They had one 
huge wheel in front and a 
little one behind and were 
very difficult to balanceon. 
‘Then came bone shakers. They 
had metal wheels that rattled 
your bones when you rode on 
them.” 

“I, however,” continued the 
bicycle, “am one of akind. Iwas 
made by a magician who had a 
lot of fore-sight. That's why I 
have rubber tyres. I came to 





SSS 
Indiawhenthemagician'sgrand- 
son moved here, two hundred 
years ago. He was the one who 
named me Kutti. He was. nico 


lad. Never had any children 
though. So after he died, I was 
left in the shed and forgotten.” 
“Ipromise won't forget you,” 
said Balaji, “Til take good care of 
you always.” 
“Thank you. By the way, do 





you fly?” 
“No,” said Balaji, puzzled. 
“You do want to learn don't 
you?” asked the bicycle sternly. 


“Liearntofty?Onyou? Yes, 
Ido!” exclaimed Balaji, pinching 
himself to see if he ws. 
ing. 








meee PAD MAS: 
“Get on then,” said the bi- reassuringly. 

cycle. “Hold tight.” “Where can you take me?” 
So Balaji climbed onto the Balaji asked excitedly. 

bicycle and pedalled, It lifted “Anywhere you like, almost. 

into the air with a violent jerk Go to sleep now. You have a 

that made him fall off. whole month to think of which 
“Don't worry. One month of place you'd like to visit first.” 

practice and you'll be ready to go 

high up in the sky,” said Kutti To be continued. 





PUZZLE 
FISHY FACES 


Here are pictures of five sea creatures. Do you know which of 
them are fish? 


6, Jeliyfiah 
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SLY \oniy stopped 


to talk to you 


Don't worry! The 
fish are just jealous 
‘cause we can grow 
our legs ita big fish 








Hello! 1am 
Chitra, the crab. 
Shall we go for a 








‘AS CHITRA CHEWED ON HER CLAM, 
|WATCHED SOMU STICK HIS SUCTION.CUP) 
|PACKEDFEETONTO ANOTHER ONE'S SHELL 


<< 





‘SHELLS OF THE CLAM. BUT, INSTEAD 
(OF PUTTING ABIT OF THE CLAMIN HIS. 











= HE PUSHED HIS STOMACH OUT 
|OF HIS MOUTH, INTO THE CLAM! 





CHITRA POLITELY SAID NOTHING] 
[BUT SHE FELT TOO SICK TO FINISH 
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MYSTERY SERIAL 
Asmall colour TV was placed on 

WHERE areas mmtioceiniw, 
Ahalf-opened bag of chips, half- 

is drunk glass of cola, and some 

fruits, lay on a table next to a 

HQ RUSH ®D mbrsc looking dwan bea 
= There was plenty in the room 

to keep an eleven-year-old boy 
reasonably happy. But Harish 
Rangarajan was a prisoner, and 
_ not all the comics, or WWF 
wrestling programmes, 
or games and toys, 
could make him for- 
get it. Even his 





nasmall bungalow, a bored 

and puzzled boy turned the 

pages of an Asterix ° 
comic, wondering when, 
if ever, his captors 
would let him go 
home. The bunga- 















‘ g favourite magazine 
low wassituated in Gokulam, lay 
@ quiet suburb of thrown tooneside, 


Madras. A stack 
ofcomics and story 
books stood next to 
the boy, who was | 
sittingon the floor. 


ihe door to the 

room was not, 
shut. But the man 
who. sat playing 
cards with himselfin 


4 
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burly one. His muscles bulged 
out of the short arms of his black 
T-shirt. There were two other 
men. One cooked food that 


Harish might have found tasty 
innormal times, One prowled in 


the garden along with his dog — 
ahuge, sleek, black Dobermann 
Pinscher. 

Harish was terrified of dogs. 
‘And this one, who answered to 
the name Dan, had such long 
and large jaws that Harish shud 
dered even when he just saw 
Dan panting. The sight of the 


dogcured any desire ofhistorun — 


out into the garden, 

He didn't know where he was. 
Itmightbe very close tohome, or 
it might be another city. He 
could see nothing of the outside 
locality. His window showed 
green bushes, and a hibiscus 
shrub outside, against a high 
garden wall. 

Sometimes, Harish heard the 
faint noise of other TV's. He 
knew houses were close by. In 
the mornings and evenings, he 


heard cars and scooters rush past 
ontheroad beyond the wall. But 
he was sealed in, boxed by his 
burly captors, 


A thousand times he won- 
dered what they would do 
tohim. Why hadthey kidnapped 
him? How could these men, 
whom he had never met, wish to 
harm him? They never spoke to 


18 commis 








him, exceptto ask questions like, 
“Would you like payasam with 
your lunch?” or “Why haven't 
you used this blanket? It’s quite 
cold at night.” 

Harish could discover noth- 
ing in their speech that would 
reveal the identity of the man 
who had ordered his capture. 

He spent his days like a bird 
inagolden cage. Hewastreated 
with politeness, but grew more 
and more frightened about his 
fate. A hundred times a day he 
cursed himself for falling into 
the cunning trap the kidnap- 
pers had laid for him. 








arish was picked up from 
school daily, by his father’s 
car driven by their driver 









Seetharaman, 


When he had 
come out of school, and been 
confronted by a friendly man 
whom he recognized as being 
from his father’s office, he had 
suspected nothing. Themansaid 
that Seetharaman had taken his 
mother and sister to his father's 
office for a function, and his fa- 
therhadsenthimtobringHarish 
too, to the office. Harish had 
walked up to the blue Fiat and 
got in, and soon after, a hand- 
kerchief had been pressed 
against his mouth and nose..... 

He next became conscious in 
theroom wherehesatnow. What 
had become of Seetharaman he 
wondered. He had never let the 
family down, His grey head in 
the front seat had been Harish’s 


guarantee of security from the 
time that he could remember. 
Harish hoped the kidnappers 
had not hurt him. 

Another evening was coming 
toanend. Harish felt homesick 
and sad, He wished with all his, 


heartthathe could be back home, 


y being pestered by his sister 


Hema, Ifhe ever got back home, 
he would never mind her in- 
quisitive questions and jealous 
tantrums, he decided. 





bhay had feltunsettled ever 
since his visit to Harish 


-Rangarajan’s house, ‘The ran- 


som note and the photographs 
he had seen at Harish’s home, 
made him aware of some con- 
nection thiskidnappinghad with 
his karate class. 

He had ‘ttended another 
evening.of karate class, but had 
not confided in any of the se- 
niors. There were so many 
thoughts in his head, but what 
did they all add up to? Harish’s 
uncle was a karateka, at least, 
‘once upon a time. The ransom 
note and threatening letter had 
probably been written by the 
same person. But who was he? 
Abhay didn’t want to make any 
dangerously wrong guesses. 

He was thinking deeply, cy- 
cling back home from school. 
Prakash had turned intothe lane 
where he lived. Abhay stopped 
atastationery store to buy some 
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instruments that had broken in 
his geometry box. 

s always in a stationery 

shop, Abhay was lost for a 
while in trying outdifferent pens 
and looking at fluorescent inks, 
self-address labels, spiral bound 
notebooks and other equally at- 
tractive things. Next tothe shop, 
was a restaurant, an air condi- 
tioned one, that was open late 
into the night. 

Avan came to a smooth stop 
behind Abhay. He heard the 
click of the passenger door, and 
turned around to see it sliding 


open. 

The red van was decorated 
with eye catching black stickers 
depicting martial arts postures. 

















The side of the van said, ‘TOBU- 
RYU : THE FINEST KARATE 
TRAINING’. Abhay realized 
with a slight jolt, that he was 
coming face to face with Peter 
Masilamani. 


jeter stepped out of the van, 
His black and red headband 
held back hair that reached his 
shoulders. His tall and broad 
frame was clothed in black jeans 
and a cream coloured shirt. As 
he moved to enter the restau- 
rant, twolanky disciples walked 
a few steps behind him. He 
paused at the restaurant en- 
trance and turned to the van. 
“Muthu,” he called, “We 
should be free in another hour 





here. Won't be much longer.” 
Then with a nod at the man 
driving the van, he entered the 
restaurant, 

Abhay looked at the driver of 
the van, who had nodded at Pe- 
ter, and was preparing to drive 
away. Even in half profile, he 
recognized the frizzy bleached 
hair, the slightly prominent front 
teeth that had a gap in them, It 
was the man from the tourna- 
ment. 


Ww shaky hands, Abhay 
attached his purchases to 
his cycle carrier. The driver of 
the van had not cast even a 
glance at him, he knew. He 
looked very different wearinghis 
school uniform, from when he 
wore his karate clothes. The 
man named Muthu could not 
possibly have recognized him. 
But Abhay’s hands were 
shaking, because it was he who 
had recognized Muthu. A 
younger Muthu, with black hair 
instead of brown and a serious 
expression... Abhay knew now, 
that his photograph hung in 
Harish Rangarajan’s house. 
‘What was he to Harish’s family? 
Was he the man who had 
written the ransom note? 


NEXT MONTH : 
ATRAIL EMERGES! 


BY POST 
A.J. ART COURSE 


Interesting end usefull Couree 
{oe 6 to 60) 
Come on! write your address and 
Dut 8 2/-Re, stamp inside tho 
‘cover, malt for deta 


AJ. ART COURSE 
‘NOt, 62h MAN ROAD, OHANDEESWAAAM, 
\VAACHERY, MADAKS 600 042 








( 4 bd devas cried. 


© you know why — “Don’tworry,”saidGanesha, 
}Vinayaka, or Ganesha, “I'll take care of him.” 
is worshipped with He at once led a huge army 
Dhruva grass? Let me tell you against the demon. 
the story behind it, 

The Kailash mountains loo- nalasura had become a 
med all around, Lord Ganesh powerful demon indeed. 
was enjoying the fresh morning He'd been given a 
breeze. Suddenly, Nandi came boon to emit fire, from 
clambering up and said, ! hig. mouth,/ and 
Devendra, the king of gods, v wh 
Brahma, some sages and thet: 
devas want to meet you.” ~“*t” 

‘Tell them tocdy i 
Vinayaka, 

“Lord Ganesha! 

Brahma, “The de 
Analasura has~b 













long. We can't bea 
anymore.” - 
“Fire emenates frg 


near him to ashes.” 
“Save us! Save 


swallowed IRRe"2 
‘Analqsura. ie? 


That was 


when his 
troubles 


ever he wished, 

‘Thus, he burnt up Ganesha’s 
entire army! Vinayaka was fari- 
ous. A long and terrible fight 
took place between the two. 
When Vinayaka realized that 
Analasura could not bedefeated, 
he swallowed him up. 


ut Analasura did not die, 
He began to emit fire in 
‘Vinayaka’s stomach. 
“Aaah!” said Ganesha, “The 
demon is burning me up inside! 
It’s unbearable.” 
‘The gods did not know what 
todo, 
Somebody had an idea. 
“Let's give him some cool 
water from the Ganges todrink,” 
he said. 





But the burning did not stop. 

Blocks of ice were dragged 
down from the Kailash moun- 
tains and placed on Ganesha’s 
stomach, But in vain, 


oon, the gods gave up. 
‘That was when a sage 
arrived, with a bundle of 
Dhruva grass in his fist. He 
placed the grass on Vinayaka’s 
head. 

Immediately, the burning 
sensation stopped, and Anala- 
susra was digested. 

Since then, we worship 
Vinayaka with Dhruva grass, 

Ruchi Mohapatra, aged 11, 
‘Trichy - 620 025 

and Nithya S., aged 13, 
Madurai - 1. 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS ———e 


erm time was coming 

| to an end, The school 
was busy practising for 
parents’ day. Brother Undir 
was in a play. They were doing 
a dramatic version of ‘Treasure 
Island’, Since he had a good 
voice, Teacher had selected him 
for being the playback voice for 
Jim Hawkins, Sister Undir had 
been selected to male all the an- 
nouncements for the pro- 
gramme, So Sister and Brother 
sometimes had to stay behind 
after school for practice, On 
such days, the school bus made 
aspecial trip to drop all the par- 


ticipants home. 
O nonesuch day, 
as Sister Undir 

did not have any prac 
tice, she returned home 
as usual. But Brother 
was not back. When 
Mama Undir asked, 
she said, “I guess 
Brother has his 
drama practice after school to- 
day.” 

“Didn't you check?” asked 
Papa Undir. 

“Heck! He's not a baby any 
more, Papa! He'll be okay!” re~ 
plied Sister. 
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Time went by. Five o' clock. 
Six o' clock. Six thirty... It was 
beginning to get dark. But there 
was no sign of Brother Undir! 

“I'm calling up the school to 
check what the matter is!” said 
Papa Undir, 

“Brother is not usually this 
late!” remarked Mama, defi- 
nitely worried by now. 

Watching Papa and Mama, 
and seeing that they were wor 
ried, Sister also began to get a 
little tense. Why, oh why had 
she not spoken to him in school 
before coming home? Alll those 
stories about kidnappings! But 


RO 


pethaps he was on his way right 
now on the special bus for the 
participants! She crossed her 
fingers and wished very hard 
that it might be true. 

“The school bus has finished 
dropping all the participants 


who had practice today! It is 
back in the school shed!” Papa 
said to Mama after finishing the 
telephone call to the school. 
“Hmm! And Brother is not 
yet back!” wondered Mama 


Fis Hels not 
a baby any more. 


G 








aloud, looking quite anxious. 


here could Brother 

be? Frantic phone calls 
to Brother's classmates began. 
Papa also informed the school 
principal. The Principal agreed 





a: 


to take the help of the police 
and also to check with all other 
parents’ day participants. 
Sister began to pray, 
“Dear God, please God, if 
Brother returns home safely, I 





\\_ promise I'll never, 
never fight with him 
again! Ever! Oral- 
most never! That is, 

only if he starts first! 

Oh, I wish he was here to 

at least start a fight!” 
“Why, oh why couldn't 

you bring him back with you? 

What are big sisters for?” 

scolded Papa Undir. 

Poor Sister! She burst into 
tears! 

“Ie’sall my fault!” she thought 
to herself. Mama held her close 





OAM oy 25, 








STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


and stroked her back, 
trying to comfort her. 

“Now calm down, 
sweetheart! Papa is 
tense and; worried. He 
didn really mean to scold you. 
We'll definitely bring Brother 
back! We're not going to give 
up!” 


eanwhile Papa had in- 

formed the police. A 
police Inspector, with big 
whiskers, along with two con- 
stables came to the Undir fami- 
ly’s banyan tree house. They 
started their enquiries. Papa be~ 
gan to describe Brother. 

“He's not very tall and not 
very short either. He's not that 
dark, neither is he a white 
mouse. He's not very thin and 
not very plump.” 

“How are we supposed to 
find him from such a descrip- 
tion, sir?” asked the Inspector, 
trying to keep a straight face. 

“That's your job, isn’t it? 
asked Papa irritably. 








“Can you perhaps describe 
the clothes he was wearing?” the 
Inspector asked. 


“Sure! They were not new, 
but then they were not very old 
either,” said Papa, ‘And now, I 
want my little mouse back to- 
night!” 

“Now sir! Please relax! We 
will do our very best,” the In- 
spector tried to assure Papa 
Undir. But Papa was far too 
tense to relax. Sister Undir was 








— 


whimpering continuously. Mama 
decided to try and retain some 
balance for Sister's sake. Be- 
sides, if everyone got too upset, 
no one would be able to think 
rationally. She handed over a 
photograph of Brother to the 
police for identification. 
“Thank you Ma’am! This is 
much more useful!” said the In- 
spector, smartly saluting Mama 


Undir. The 

police were on 
their way to begin the search for 
Brother Undir. 


eanwhile, where was 
Brother? What was the 
‘matter with him? Was he okay 
or in some kind of trouble? 


Sister, who was an avid reader 
of Enid Blyton mysteries, be- 
gan to assume all kinds of situ- 
ations. Perhaps some robbers 
had got him. Or he may have 
disturbed some baddies doing 
something secret and had to 
hide. Or else he may have been 
kidnapped. That wasn't very 









likely, she decided. 
Orby now someone 
would have called 
for the ransom money, 
Besides, the Undir family was 
not that rich. 

While Sister was thus lost in 
thought, the doorbell rang. Sis- 
ter opened the door. And there 
was Brother! He was back! 

“We were all worried sic 
said Sister, “Brother, oh Brother, 
where have you been?” 

“Certainly not to London to 
look at the Queen!” replied 
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Brother coolly. But why do you 
ask? I guess I'm just a little late 
than usual!” 

“Just a little late than 
usual!” Sister was ap- 
palled! “Ir’s 9.30, for 
your information!” 
She called out to 
Mama and Papa,“Look 
who's back at last!” 


veryone crowded 

around Brother. This time 
it was Mama's turn to be 
overcome. She hugged him 
tight. Papa wanted explana~ 
tions, 

“Later,” said Mama Undir 
examining Brother from top to 
toe. “First let me make sure he's 
alright.” 

“What have you to say for 
yourself, young lad?” asked 


pa. 

“Nothing very much," replied 
Brother. “Our drama practice 
got cancelled. So we played for 
some time at school thinking no 
one would miss us. And do you 
know, one of the big mice, Dada 
from class X, gave me some 
money and sent me to buy a 
bottle of Pepsi and two samosas 
for him! And in return he al- 
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4, 


lowed me to take a sip!” con 
tinued, Brother sounding rather 
proud of himself. 


Ne allowed 
when Won Bre 


BIG! 


GY 


“Since when were you 
allowed to go outside the 
school for shopping?” asked 
Papa. 

“Anyway, you couldn't have 
been playing until 9.30 at 
night!” exclaimed Mama. 

“No, Mama! Then Dada took 
me to a restaurant for a treat 
with some of his friends!” 
replied Brother, alittle less cer- 
tain of himself now. 

“Did he have his parents’ per- 
mission? You sure didn't!” said 
Papa Undir. 

“I dontt know! But he’s very 
big! I thought you're allowed 
when you're big!” Brother tried 
to explain. 


“N: one is that big in 
school! And why didn't 





you tell Sister or call home at 
once?” asked Mama. 

“Well, I didn’t know it 
would take that long! Dada 
said we'd have a quick snack 
and get back home. His parents 
had gone out you see, and no 
one would miss him!” replied 
Brother sounding a little 
worried now. 

“And we were all so worried! 
No one has had any dinner! 
And we've told the Principal! 
And even the police are on the 
lookout for you!” Sister said. 








“Oh my God!” Brother f- 
nally realized the seriousness of 
what hed done. Looking at the 
grim faces of Papa and Mama 
he sobered up. 

Suddenly Sister giggled. 

“You should have heard 
Papa's description of you! Not 


even Sherlock Holmes could 
have done very much with it!” 

Mama mimicked Papa Undir, 
“He's not very tall and not very 
short. He's not very dark and 
neitherishe white. He's not very 
thin and not very plump.” 


veryone laughed. They felt 
much better now. Papa 
informed the Police and the 
school Principal. The Principal 
decided to have a serious talk 
with Dada’ parents. Healso said 
he would summon Brother and 
talk to him too. They didn't want 
other little ones to be mis- 
7 guided, the Principal 
7, said. Brother agreed 
he had made a 
mistake. 


, 


, 


Hes wot vory tAtfand “Tl never 


ever do this 
again! I'm really 
sorry for all the 
trouble and com- 
motion I caused!” he said. 
“That's not all! Think of what 
the Princie is going to say to you 
tomorrow!” Sister reminded him, 
“Oh no! My adventure wasn't 
worth it after all!” groaned 
Brother. 


ANURADHA KHATI 
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ing Jayabalan was ina 
K towering rage. His 
plump cheeks quiver 


ed, and his fat paunch shook 
with ange: 

“How dare he write a 
book!" he thundered. “And 
that too, a book attacking 






ensing the king's 
mood, all the ministers 
tried to put on suitably 
indignantexpressionson 
their faces. 
“He should be punished 
said Sigainasam, the 
for Interior. 
ould banish him,” said 
alan, the foreign minister. 
“What? That means he can 
goto another country and write 
another book!” the king 
bellowed. 

















VARA 
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“Yes, that was a stupid 
suggestion,” said Ayalan 
immediat. “I withdraw it 
with shame and remorse. 

“Let us pass a law banning all 
books,” said Arivili, the minister 
for Education. 


hey were talking about a 

bookwrittenbyUdhayan, 
who was known to be a good 
and wise man. He was also a 
great social reformer, who 
wished to improve the lot of 
the common people. 

The minister Solmannan, 
who was considered a great 
orator, rose to speak, 

“My heart bleeds, my body 
aches, my brain reels and my 
pulse stops, when I hear about 
this venomous book spawned 


son of the sacred soil of our 
motherland, should be on fire 
when our beloved king is thus 
insulted. Should we tarry, should 
we wait, to avenge this outrage, 
this unprecedented mockery, 
this. 


sl 


snapped, 
“Yes, your M 
Solmannan humbly, 
wished to suggest 
sentence for Udh 


ome to the point, you 
old fool!” the king 


right,”said the king. 
“Beheading is better. Iwant to 
see his head rolling on the 








ground. Does everyone agree 
on beheading?” 

No one dared to disagree. 
Even Ganabadi who had been, 
dozing throughout, suddenly 
woke up and yelled, “Off with 
his head!” 





© Udhayan was arrested, 
and brought before the 
and his ministers. He was 
not given any chance to defend 
himself. And the death 
sentence was passed quickly. 
A day was fixed for the 
beheading, and the ministers 
‘went about making speeches in 
every street corner, railing 
against Udhayan and his book. 
The enraged public started 
agitating against all books, and 
a couple of writers were beaten 
up, even though they had 
written only some medical 


books. 


S 








Soon, came the day of 
execution. A very large crowd 
had gathered to see the rash 
author die. 


dhayan was brought to 

the place with his arms 
bound behind his back. The 
bearded author was cool and 
fearless. 

‘As was the custom of the 
land, the accused had to be 
asked for his last wish before 
the beheading. So Sigainasam. 
stepped up to him and asked, 
“What is your last wish before 
you die? 

“I wish to know which 
particular passage in my book 
offended the king,” said 
Udhayan. 








he king was stumped for 

an answer, because he 

had not even seen the book. 
authorise my minister 
Sigainasam to answer this 
question,” said the king grandly. 
‘The bemused Sigainasam 
passed on the question to 
Ganabadi, and Ganabadi 
passed it on to Solmannan, and 
Solmannan to Arivili, and he 
to someone else, and so on, for 
no one had seen the book as it 

had not been published yet. 
And so they had to let 
Udhayan go, which was a very 

good thing indeed. 

JANAKAN 







FUNNY FEAT 


his happened 
my 





cousin Reema was 
nine years old. She “Have youfinished?” Lasked her. 


once visited my 





smiled at me, “I 








house. I was busy have to read the beginging of this 
readinga magazin story.” 

She sat next to me I laughed when I realized that 
and began reading it too, she had read the ending of the story 


finished reading thestory, and first. She had to go to the page in 
was about to turn the page, when I front to read the beginning! 
remembered that Reema was read Fareen, aged 12, 
ing it too, A.B.H. School, Bangalore. 


seneaga, 


, Hh Faree,forgl fog gour compleleoldrens wth your 






Many ofy 


contributions. Ui 








snthen. 





comes very dilficull fo select the articles you send for : 





d your complete home address, lo communicate with you afler your 






ls selected for publcalion, 
rember — when you wrile on orfcle, od your NAME, AGE, 
ADDRESS, os well as your SCHOOL NAME toi 1s 
‘Ad Foraen,ploase send cmglet adres EL 
$ 








STORIES RETOLD BY READERS 


Kisgvikensdinawastanous 
forhisjustice. Heres one instance 
of it. 

Adacoir once renronised Ujjain. 
People were afraid 10 go our, once 
ir was dusk. For, at night, the 
dacoir would stop all wayfanens and 
rob them of thein valuables. The 
king's soldiers tried thein best 10 
carch him. 

Finally, the dacoit was 
caught and 
dragged before 
King, Vikrama- 
diya. 

“You shall be 
hanged!” was 
Vikramaditya’s 
verdict. 


“nA good 
verdict,” the 
dacoir remarked, 
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“Bur O king! Before | die, I want10 
impart a secret skill 10 4 worthy 
MAN.” 

“Whar skill is 7?” asked 
Vikramaditya 

“1 can't ull you tha,” said the 
bandit, “Bur you caw harvest gold 
with 
The whole court was amazed. 
“You could have used your skill 
then,” said the king, “Instead 
of robbing and 
killing people.” 

“Alas, O 
AMP kine,” ssid the 

bandit, “The one 
who can make ir 
work should be 
very honest, and | 
‘Am Nor.” 

“One of my 











stole a horse 
once.” 

















Ty this way, 

poor Vikeawdinya 

soy realized thar his, was a court 
of lints and thieves! 

He looked ar the bandit 

“1 kwow whar you'ne reying 
rell mc,” hesnid, “User you free 
and give you A job. Bur on ove 


1 . condition — you must never lie on 
king. The courtiers looked ar each m 


rhen, Was tleRe Ove among 
them so honest thar he’d Never 
rold a lie? 

“Mahala,” said ove 
courtier, “Why don’t you 
lean in?” 


Vikramaditya thought fora 
MOMENT. 

“cannot,” he replied, 
“When I was a child, I stole A 
sweetmeat from the palace kitch- 
ens, Why don’t you leanw ir, O 
mani?” 

The minister stood up. 

“| cannot, O raja,” he replied, 
looking ashamed, “I've nor beew 
Honest too. 1 have been stealing 


steal again.” 


Thie bandit was overjoyed. 
“Vbeyour loyalsenvant, Maha- 


valuables from your treasury from "4%" He said 

time 10 time.” J. Sabun, Std. VI, 
“I cannot, O king,” said the Vana Vani School, 

Next courtier who was asked, “I Madras. 
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Coimbatore, 
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S. Samyukhta, aged 13, 
Holy Angels 
HSS., 
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Janany Krishnan, aged 8, 
Carmel Primary School, 
Dear Janany, 
You have not given any address. 
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M.G. Krishna Achari, aged 14, 
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Naina R. Dewan, 
aged 12, 
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S. Nandini, 
aged 10, 
Presidency 
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“ 
Woeres my umbrella? I 


had just left it in the verandah!” 
“Where's my pink blouse? I 
had just hung it out on the 








break open our houses and rob 

us of all our belongings...” 
“Let's employ a watchman!” 
*..who'll sleep all through the 

night when the thieves prowl 









clothesline...” 
“Oh! My new pair of slippers. 

‘They're gone!” 

The residents of Brindavana 


around?” snorted Mr. Subash, 

“Let's keep a dog... a fine 
watch-dog is equal to a battal- 
ion of soldiers.” 







Colony were fed up of losing Well... It was agreed! 
their things every other day. 
“This is just the beginning. Three days later... 


The street-urchins are the 





A chubby, brown and black 





culprits. They're keeping an eye pup with silky ears and golden 
on our houses, and the minute eyes arrived 
we turn our backs, they vanis My friend gave him to me 
with our things...!" shouted Mr. free of cost. His brothers and sis- 
Venkat. ters were sold for thousand ru- 
“Wait till I catch them... pees each,” Praveen boasted 
they'll learn a lesson,” fumed proudly. 
Mrs, Vijaya. “What breed is he?” somebody 
“One day they are going to asked. Nobody knew. He looked 
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like a jolly mixture of 
an Alsation, a Labra- 

dor, a Boxer, a 
blood-hound and 
our street dog 
Mani! 

“Let's not worry 
about his pedigree. 
As long as he is 
healthy and grows 
up to be a fine watch- 
dog, he's okay.” 

“What shall we call 
him?” Mona wondered. 

“Tiger? Rover? Caes: 
Rana?” 

“Oh..... Such stale names!” 
“RAMBO?” 
“It sounds great!” 


a 
He fas 


Tire residents of the colony 
took a strange liking for Rambo. 
‘They competed with each other 
to feed him. 

‘They pampered him with sau- 
cers of milk, soft white slices of 
bread, soft-boiled eggs, tender 
chunks of meat, soft tasty curd 
rice and so on 

Soon Rambo grew fatter than 
a pumpkin! 

The kids found a great 
‘helper’ in Rambo 

All their not-so-favourite 
dishes and the left-overs from 
their lunch packs found a place 
in Rambo’s tummy! 

Rambo began to resemble a 
walking balloon, with cocky ears 
and a curled-up tail! 


me 
fray! 











So heavy was he, that he 
could hardly run to fetch a stick 
or chase a ball! 

The only times Rambo both- 
ered to bark loudly was, when 
the chirpy sparrows disturbed 
his siesta, or when a kid refused 
to part with a biscuit! 


The neighbourhood urchins 
had no trouble in whisking away 
their quota of mangoes and 
gooseberries from the kitchen 
garden; or plastic mugs and rub- 
ber sandals from the yard 
Rambo had become a great pal 
of theirs as they were always 
offering him delicious pieces of 
dosas, masala vadais or soft 
idlies! 

Maybe someone had taught 
him that it was not good-man- 
ners to say ‘no’ to a snack! Even 
if Rambo was not hungry, he du- 
tifully picked up the titbits of- 
fered to him, and stacked it 
neatly in a corner of the yard, 
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for future use! 

“Good for nothing fello 

“Catch him barking at a 
thief” 

“Maybe in his dreams...” 

“Even then, he'll be too lazy 
to chase him!” 

‘These rude remarks had lit- 
tle effect on Rambo. 

He continued snoring loudly 
as he dreamed about parathas 
topped with scrambled eggs. 













‘That night.. 

A loud scream. A dull thud, 
followed by Rambo's blood cur- 
dling growls and barks, woke up 
the colony. 

All lights were on now. 

Mr. Srinivas was the first to 
spot the guy with a sack, 
sprawled in the corner of the 
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yard. Our hero, Rambo, was 
‘standing on his chest and grow|- 
ing at him menacingly. 

“Your dog has done a good job! 
Keep it up chubby fellow! We've 
caught this crook — thanks to 
you!” 

‘The Inspector patted Rambo’s 
belly. 

“Isn't he simply great?” 
winked Mrs, Vijaya, as she eyed 
the corner of the yard. 

Well! She guessed it right. 





The thief who scaled the wall, 
had landed on Rambo's neat 
pile of assorted eats, which 
he had hoarded so 
meticulously for his 
midnight snacks’ 

‘This had up- 

set Rambo. He 
thought the fel- 
low had come to 
steal his little 
mountain of 
stale samosas, 
vadais, sand- 
wiches and 
bones. The 
thought made Rambo wild! 

“Gere.” 

He pounced on him with all 
his might, sunk his teeth into 
the flesh of his thighs, and 
growled loudly! 

The rest is History! 
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CLUES ACROSS LUES DOWN 


Main division of a book 1. Light brown colour 
Flowers open out 2. Keep your photos in this 
6. Notes to help the 3. Ninth month of 
memory Mohammeddan year 
Exchange of information 5. A spot in a desert 
A. GAURI SHANKAR. 
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Enter the 
BAND AID’ 
Funtest 


Allyou have to do 


is to paint a strip and 
answer a few simple t Vy ¢ 
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prizes are yours to be Sais 
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‘lok the right answer 
Whats the sz oa Band Ai Stig? 

(9m x 72mm Yn TO © 2h x74 

(ny Bands Sip om detraon & Johnson a yee 

Tive 0 False 

How many BandAd Stipa yes are thre inte Band Ad Furia Pack? 
0 2015 080 

What ste eect medcaton on the pad ol a Band Ai cad? 

1 Bore Powder © Benzakonim Chloride © Trt ledne 

Jnl, how many Wal Disney charactarshav appeared on Bac Ad Stipe? 
asasoz 











MAMA REMEMBERS 













ae 


M,yy mother was just 
two years old. One after- 
noon, her mother plaited 


her hair, and wove a 
string of beautiful orange 
kanakambaram flowers 
into it. 

“Come play with me,” 
my uncle (then a boy) 
called out to my mother. 

Soon, the two children 
were busy playing hide 
and seek. 

Now, it was uncle's 
turn to seek out my 
mother. He searched and 
searched, but in vain. 
Where had she hidden 
herself so successfully? 
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Batson, my 


uncle realized 
that my mother 
was missing. 
Panic seized him, 
and his mouth 
went dry. He could 
hear his mother 
calling out to his 
sister. What was he to 
do? 

Suddenly, 


QUICK 
RESCUE! 


noticed a string of 
kanakambaram flowers 
floating in a pit of turbid 
water. He ran and looked 
closer. They looked like.... 

Quickly, he pulled at 
the flowers. Out of the 
water, my mother’s little 
head emerged. Her 
brother pulled and 
pulled, till she was safe 
at last. 

B. Archana, aged 13, 

Madras - 42. 

Dear Archana, 

You have not given your 
full address. Please send 
it to us. Ed. 





Ramesh : When I finished 

playing the guitar the whole 

class shouted “Fine, fine!” 

Raju : How much fine did 

you pay? 

Jones Augustine, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 84. 











POTATO 



























2 medium sized potatoes 

125 gms maida 

60 gms wheat flour 

1 small onion, 
chopped fine 

2 green chilies. 
chopped fine 

Corriander leaves. 
finely chopped 

1 tsp. ghee 

Salt and chili powder 
to taste 


[How to make it: 


Mixaitheaboveingredients 
together to form a soft 
dough. Roll into smatl balls 


land flatten out into round 


puris with a rolling pin 
Deep fryinhotollandserve 

hot with mango pickle. 
M. S. Neelima, aged 14, 
The Secunderabad School, 
Hyderabad. 
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was a school boy then. But | 
‘remember this incident as vividly 
as if ithad happened yesterday. 
| studied in the village Primary 
School, where my father was a 
teacher. Our neighbour, Madhavan 
[Ezhuthachan, was a teacher too, but 
in a different school. His daughter, 
Lakshmi, fondly called Lachu, was my 
friend and playmate. We went to 
]school together, and returned home 
together. At home, | would throw 
my bag in a corner, eat my tiffin, and 
rush to Lachu's house. 

Behind her house was a barn. 
Lachu would be waiting there every 
evening for me. 

We were not allowed to play in 
the yard before the barn. 

‘Lachu!" her mother would say, 
Don’t spoil your dress playingin the 
mud." 

So we always played in the little 
[verandah beforethe barn. We played 
many different games with tamarind 
seeds. Lachu had a vast collection of 
them. 


‘ne Sunday morning, | reached 
O irervitowe a oa But 
lLachu was nowhere to be seen, 
Maybe she was searching for the 
colour pencil she had promised me 
last evening. 1 sat waiting for her. 
Suddenly, | saw a squirrel sneaking 
into the barn store-room through a 
small window. 

‘As it was harvest time the barn 
store-room was filled to the brim. 
Some paddy was lying scattered on 














SCUifReL 


thefloor. The door and the windows of the store 
room always remained closed. If anybody for- 
got to close them, squirrels, small birds 
and even hens stealthily entered the 
barn, and feasted on the paddy. 
That fateful day, a window of 
the storeroom had been 
left open 

| closed the 
‘window from 





outside. Then! unbolted thelatch of struggling in agony. 
the door without making any noise, “Why did you catch it?" Lachu 
tiptoed into the room andclosed the demanded, staring first at me, and 
door behind me. then at the squirrel 


‘nthe dim light, I saw the squirrel 
Dsccreon itn os exang 
paddy. When I switched on the light, 
it panicked and ran towards the 
window. Since the window was 
closed, i¢jumped onto the highest 
container in the room, and 
perchingonit, began tosqueak 
ina shrill voice, 

| was determined to 
catch the squirrel. There 
was a wild chase when it 
ran helter-skelter 
around the room in 
fright. I caught itat last! 

While the poor 
creature was trying to 
escape from my grip, | 
managed to find a 
string, Imade a knot, 
and soon, | was hold- 
ing the string, with 
the squirrel at the 
other end. 

“Hal ha! How’s it?" | 
asked the squirrel, and 
pulled thestringtowards 
me. 






















“Oh! This 
squirrel! | want it 
forapet,” I replied, 
| proudly took the 
squirrel in the palm 
of my left hand. 
“Viswal Let go 
of that poor 
earing familiar creature!” she said. 
footsteps behind me, | “No! I've caught it and | 
turned. Lachu stood there, her don’t want to part with it,” Hooked 
right palm tightly closed. The colour at Lachu in the eye as | said this. 
pencil, | guessed. “At least loosen the knot around 
The squirrel squeaked again, its neck,” she pleaded, 
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“can't, 1ell run away.” 
I knew she would be cross with 
me for not listening to her. 
But | wanted the squirrel, 


Lachu’s face became flushed with 
anger. Withoututteringanother word, : 
she walked past me, She seemed to ‘ 
have forgotten about our friendship, ‘ 
the many games we played, al 


























he moment she disappeared 
from sight, | began to repent 
my action. | should've agreed to 
Lachu’s suggestion and let go of the 
squirrel, | couldn't even think of 
spending a day without talking to 
Lachu or playing with her. 

“Lachu! Oh, Lachu! Take the 
squirrel, Do whatyou want with it!" 

She came out of her house 
immediately, as fshehad been waiting 
for my call, 

She gently took the squirrel in her 
hands. The first thing she did was to 
remove the string from around its 
neck, Then shesetitfree. Itranup the 
‘mango tree in the yard, and perching 
ona branch, squeaked noisily 

Lachu looked at me and 
siniled, | smiled back at her. 














V7. VISWANATHAN, 
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was aleady munning lar for school, Bur 

Vicky lindh' come as yer, Within 4 few 
isures, ouR scHool bus would come ro rhe 
StRECT CORNER. I WENT Up T0 the rhikd flo, 


10 Vicky's house avd rang the bell. | was 
‘sugpalsed 10 ste the figure which opened the 
door — it had « plum ped nose witle warty 
tyes, anda big Scan! tied around iis head. It 
Took ME A few seconds ro aecoquize Vicky 


‘coming t0 school for the next two dys, te 
‘gestured. | ler hist andl rune ro earch rhe 
school bus, 


Tr evenng, ay nt Geeta cae 10 
‘ourliouse. Ske wasa doctor. She had come 
Alte visting 4 patient of leas iv the wext 
stacer, Iwasbubbling with overs. AssooN 
as she lind had dinner, | sinned my Ques- 
Tiowing 

“Auntie! What causes comwon cold? Is 
ir-due 10 bactegin? Dow’ we have any 
‘medicine thar caw cuRe i inmedisrely?” 

“Nola,” aust replied, “Iris caused by 
visus — abour hundaed different varies 
ethene. Thest have Nor beeN seqneqated 
So we ane unable to «ive you any medicine 
that would cuge cold inmeedinely. We caw 
take some awtbiorics thar could lessen the 
lvrensity and prevent the Recurrence of 
cold. But we caw follow several simple 
“codes! shar wil help us ger oven the ipact 
‘uickly 











“Tex wha about the wedicines sold 
in the phassincy?” | asked 

“Trold you ther iso specie medicine 
to ward off cold! You should rake the 
ssibioris thar suit you.” 

“What pacenctions should we rake? 
asked 

“Fist, you should stay ar howe and 
relax. Thar wll ve you te wecssy es 
Ad also prevent onheas om Getingi ose 





“1 always Get cold belore aw examina. 
tow, auntie! I don't kwow why,” | mumbled 
this Question our 

“Akl Tension of siRess 5 aN inyportant 
cause of cold. During tie ox, you mead 
‘lor and worry «lor 100. Naturally, your 
system Gers weak and you gt cold.” 

“Tall me mone abour orhier paccav- 
tions,” | begged 





“CGeneealy, cold is reansaired 
throught the ai by coughing avd sacezing, 
‘by contact witha person oe thing coated 
wrk ees. The best thing 10 do i 10 wash 
your hands avd wor to touch your evs, 





Common Cold 





ose on mourl: whew sucking from cold 
Disinfect eveaydaysualnces where youwork 
Dank plony of fluids, This wil hiv our the 
ssucus in your chest. Ai circulation in the 
place should be incacased,” 

"Can we ware TV?" 


“Wy sor?" aunty sied, “You ean, 
bur sir arassafe distance from onhens, Thewe 
{sy intenesting thing abour rhe Relation 
beracen cold and exremrainwent, Dr, 
Kaahlcen Dilon of Wesrers, New England, 
|uas proved that those pas 





-E 


vows with cold who warched « comedy 
show, lad « bertex level of inmuniry! The 
tanwvo Clobin level changed consider 
bly 


“Wiest abour home wemedies?” | 
worded, “Do they aealy help?" 

“Sure! You caw boil Some rub leaves 
(bes) with your 1a and dein Ir hot. You 
‘om also pur cnushed Giger i i Hall 9 
sp00% of honey wil Leow fs a Good home 
seedy suggested by qasnny” 

“Thank you nvnry! | sl rll Vicky.” 

"Go abend,” sald aust Gres 
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STORIES RETOLD BY READERS 


iffriends!You must have 
read the story Colour 
Blind, in the September 


if 


"94 issue. But, do you know how 
the different birds got their 
wonderful colours? 

Long longago,there were two 


best friends. They were the koel* 
and the peacock The whole forest 
knew of them as fast friends who 
stood by each other in times 
good and bad. In those ancient 
times, all birds looked a sort of 
washed out muddy colour, They 








were of different shapes 

and sizes, but colours, no! 

N arada was visiting the Earth. 
“How beautiful and green 

the forests are,” he thought. 

But as he looked closer, he 
was disappointed, Among the 
lush green leaves, birds of a 
muddy brown colour hopped 
about, hunted for food, fed their 
young... 

“How awful!" Narada ex- 
claimed, "These muddy-brown 
creatures are birds? How 
Cuckoo 
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terrible! I must tell the lord about 
this...” 

Shaking his head in a very 
disappointed manner, Narada 
went back to heaven, 
fr t Indraloka, the king was 

seated on his lustrous 
throne watching dancers clad in 
brilliant and beautifully coloured 
garments, 

“Oh! Oh!" Narada exclaimed, 
“This is how the birds should be.” 
“How dare you disturb me,” 








Indra cried,"What's the meaning 
of this?” 

“Forgive me, Indra,” Narada 
replied, ‘But | am just back from 
Earth. Have you seen the birds 
there?” 

“Hmmm.....yes. | guess | have,” 
Indra replied, “What about 
them?” 

“The poor creatures are so 
dull and unhappy, with not a 
colour to brighten up their 
lives!” 

“But Narada!” exclaimed 
Indra, “That’s how they were 




















created...” 

“So what!” Narada asked, 
“Can't you brighten them up a 
bie” 





ndra liked the idea. Armed 
with pots of different colours, 
and brushes of various sizes, Indra 
landed on Earth. 

The first bird that he met, was 
the peacock. 













“Oh, you poor peacock," Indra 
said,“What an awful colour you 
are. Shall | paint you up?” 

The peacock looked doubtful. 

Indra set down his pots of 
colours and said,"Here,| tell you 
what. Youmay choose the colours 
you want.” 

The peacock saw the colours 
and was really excited. 

It allowed Indra to paint its 








body a lovely greenish-blue Then, 
sticking out its tail,it spread the 
feathers out. 

“Start with the blue,” it told 
Indra. 

Indra began with the blue,used 
green, black, a little yellow, did 
some mixing....Soon,asmall group 
of birds had gathered to watch. 
Narada came there too. 

In the end, the peacock was 
thrilled to discover that it had a 
really gorgeous tail. 

"Go, peacock,” said Indra,"Tell 
your other friends to come tome 
and get themselves painted.” 





he peacock went dancing 

and hopping through the 
morning light. With each step, it 
looked back at itself. And each 
look convinced it, that it was the 
most beautiful creature in the 
whole world 


sang out, 





All the birds came out, and a 
collective gasp went around, 
“Aah!” 

“How beautifull” 

“You can get yourselves 
painted too,” the peacock sang, 
“Indra is waiting there to do it 
for you 

‘There was a mad scramble, as 
the birds turned and rushed 
towards Indra, wanting to be the 
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first to be coloured. 

But where was the koe all this, 
time? She was seated near the 
river-bank,ona low shurb,waiting 
for her best friend the peacock. 

The peacock hadnotforgotten 
the koel. 

“Let her wait,” he thought,""I'll 
tell her last.” 

And in his heart of hearts, he 
didn't want to tell her atall.If she 
were dull,and he so gorgeous, he 
would always be the superior one, 
wouldn't he? 

Well, the peacock never told 
the poor koe. 


he parrot, who had been 

coloured a bright green, 
was very pleased with herself. 
She was trying out the effect of 
her new image by the river, when 
she saw the koel. 

“Hey,koel!Whatare you doing 
here? Aren't you getting yourself 
painted?” 

“Painted? What is that?” 

“Didn't your best friend tell 
you?" the parrot asked,""He was 
the first to get painted.” 

The koel rushedtowhere Indra 
was, 

But alas! Indra had just used 
the last drops of blue and green 
onthe kingfisher Allother colours 
were exhausted too. Only black 
was left. 











“Why didn't you come 
just a little earlier?” Indra 
asked, 

“My best friend forgot 
to tell me;" muttered the 
koel. 

“Well, there’s only 
black,” said Indra, “Shall | 
stripe you or spot you?” 

“Just pour the black 
colour over my head,” the 
koe! said, bitterly. 


Indra painted the 

koel black, litle 
teardrop rolled out of its 
eye. 

He felt sorry for it. 

“You shall have the 
most beautiful voice in 
the whole forest,” he told 
her;*None will be able to 
sing like you. Not even 
your friend. He shall have 
the harshest cry among 
all birds.” 

And that's how, the 
blackkoelgother beautiful / 
voice. 

And that’s how, the 
proud peacock has a most 
unmusical ery. 

Adapted from a story 

sent by 

A. Prathyusha, aged 13, 

Little Flower School, /7 
Chittoor. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


jnoopy,Sowmyaand! the doorbell rang. 
had just returned “Must be our parents,” 
from amorning walk, saidSowmya, Shewasabout 
lwhenthephonerang. togodown to open the door. 
Before I tell youwhat jowmya, it can’ 
happenednext,letmeintroduce them. Remember, 
Sowmya and Snoopy to you. Would be late!” I 
Sowmya is my cousin whose yeminded her. She 
father was transferred from Jookedatme, then at 
Delhi to Madras a few days ago. the door, and again 
Her family was staying with us at me. 'We didn’t 
till they got a good flat to live in, knowwhattodo. But 
Snoopy is my little white puppy, #t last we decided to 
presented tomebySowmya. He openthe door. 
has a habit of snooping around, ‘Sowmya, I think 
and is ajolly little daredevitt | it, would Be bettor 
Wellnow,let'sgetbacktothe §n.oqpy along.” I 
telephone call. It was an old Said, But Sowmya 
friend of papa’s and he had in- thought it didn't 
vitedourfamilytoadinnerparty matter.Andweopened the 
thatevening.“We'renotcoming,” door. 
Sowmya and I told our 
parents, They agreed to let 
us stay at home. 


‘twas fun to have 

the whole house 

to our- selves, We 
ate dinner watching 
VCR! (which wouldn't 
have been possible 
if mama had been 
around!). Weplay- 
ed with Snoopy 
for a little while, 
and then sent 
him to the bed- 
room to sleep 
‘We were about to 
go upstairs when 
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maninadriver’suniform 
tood there. 
“Mr Murthi (my papa) 
left some papers here. He asked 
me to fetch them,” he said in a 


gentle voice. 
shut the door. 

“What papers are they?” I 
asked and turned, when sud- 
denly, he whipped out a knife 
from his pocket! A chill ran 
down my spine! Soygnya was 
frightened too. SHE tried to 
scream, but the man caughthold 
of her. He covered her mouth 
with his left hand and held th 
knife at her throat! 

“Hey you!” he said, poi 
the knife at me, “Where are all 
the valuables kept?” His voice 


T let him in, and 








was gentle no more. It was 
hoarseandharsh. Ididn’tknow 
what to say. I looked at 
Sowmya. She looked at me, 
and then at the bedroom. I 
understood what she meant, 
and pointed towards the 
bedroom. Butthe thiefwasn’t 
going to take chances, 
“Open the door,” he ordered. 


[== quickly and opened 









the door, But I stepped on 
the sleeping Snoopy by 
mistake! Poor Snoopy! He was 
so furious, that he whined and 
barked loudly. 

Alarmed, the thief ran to- 
wards the door, But I quickly 
sent my skateboard his way. The 
man wasin sucha hurry thathe 
didn’tnotice it. Anddoyou know 
what happened? Snoopy thought 
itwas a new game and joined in! 
He jumped on the man and be- 
gan licking him. Snoopy, poor 
chap, did not have a violent bone 
inhisbody. He thought the thief 
was a friend. But the startled 















and alarmed thiefdid not realize 
this. He thought Snoopy was 
attacking him! 

Sowmya quickly grabbed a 
vase and hit the man on his 
head, The man fell back, uncon- 
seious, Sowmya and I tied the 
man upwith the clothesline, and 
stuffed a ball of waste paper into 
his mouth, We called to our 
neighbours for help. Our par- 
ents returned just then. Every 
‘one was astonished when they 





heard how we had tackled the 
man. The police arrived too. 


ater, Snoopy, all petted 
ind praised, came runn- 
jing with the skateboard 


inhis mouth. He wanted to play 
the ‘game’ again! 

“Not me, Snoopy,” Ilaughed, 
“You'll have to wait for the next 
thief or trickster!” 

P. Kavitha, aged 11, 
Madras - 600 054. 





BUTTERFLIES 


Buttertiies are timid 


But 


‘Though they are small, 


Theyre the 


Perched on a tlower, 


Igo near. 


Fluttering away, it 


Into the thi 


So if you want to 


watch a 
Never go near 


Just look and admire, 
Its beautiful colours. 


Kesha Balakrishnan, 
Sri Lanka. 





they have fine 


creatures, 
features, 
prettiest of 
all! 
wait! 
disappears 


buttertly 
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SHORTHAND SSS 









asitever occured toyou 
that we think faster than 
/e speak and we speak 


faster than we write? 

Agreatmaster-mind thought 
about this a century and a half 
ago, and devised a system by 
which the spoken word could be 
written just as fast, and 
with perfect ease. The 
system was English 
shorthand writing. The 
master-mind was Sir 


aT 


Isaac Pitman (1813-1897). He 
wanted to prove that mankind 
can write at the same speed with 


which he speaks. 


Even as a young boy, Isaac 
proved tobe a good student, Itis 
said that he used to get up very 


rlé 


morning to 
learn Latin, 
Greek and 
English 
CLE? 
Grammar. He worked hard 
eveningand morning, toimprove 
himself. At the age of 18, he 
wenttotheworld’sfirst Teacher's 
Training College (The Borough 
Road Training College). At the 
age of twenty, he took up the 
position of Headmaster of one of 
the British Schools at Barton- 
on-Humber. Later, he set up his 
own school at Bath. Isaac was 
devoted to education. He be- 
lieved that education was 
dependant on communication, 
which in turn was speech in lan- 
guage, literacy in reading, and 
writing in language. 


Tn the course of his work, 


Isaac turned his interest to writ- 
ing, and at the age of twenty- 
four, heinvented Pitman’sshort- 
hand. 

He saw what a waste of time 
longhand was. He asked him- 
self why one had to spend six 
hours in writing, what can be 
spoken in one. Why are not 
written signs as simple as 


fingerskeep pace with 
the organs of speech 
— throat, mouth and 
tongue. The result of 
all this was his book 
Stenographic Sound 
Hand. 

Pitman’sshorthand language 
consisting of hin linesand thick, 


our spoken ones? When 
the voice utters something J: Rdhalesh 


at a single stroke, why do 
wehavesomany marks to 
write it out? 

He soon realized that 
there was need for enough 
characters for the sounds 
of the English language. 
He realized that if there 
were forty sounds in the 
English language, we 
would need forty charac- 
ters in shorthand, 

His next surmise was 
that it was not necessary 
to restrict writing to one 
letter attime, oronesound 
at a time, A single sign 
could stand for a number 
of sounds which together 
made a syllable. 


Thus was founded 
economy in writing, in 
which the record of the 
spoken words of the hu- 
man voice is placed on 
paper as fast as it is ut- 
tered. ‘The pen and the 


a writer with Gokulam 
for many years, passed away 
on August 13th last year. 
His wife, Visolam, 
found notes on 
Pitman’s shorthand that he had 
“jotted down. She pul together 
an article, and sent if fou 


We miss you, 
Mr. Radhakrishnan, 





= 





strokes, loops, circles and dots 
proved to be a miracle language. 
From an obscure place in En- 
gland, it spread overseas to 
America and Canada, 


Ti was on February 3, 1886, 
that Pitman’'s Shorthand came 
into India, through Madras. The 
Board of Pachiappa’s Charities 
ran a commercial school. ‘The 
school introduced shorthand 
writing and the work was en- 
trusted to Mr, K.S. Aiyar, the 
FatherofCommercial Education 
in India, The adaptability ofthe 


system was so remarkable that 
itled to the development of Hindi 
and Tamil shorthand writing, 

Generations of Indians will 
remember Pitman for the job 
opportunities shorthand pro- 
vided them with, in a country 
where getting a job is so difficult, 
even today. Pitman’s short- 
hand gave to several thousands 
in the early days, a means of 
living. Manya parent who could 
not afford higher education for 
his son, made him learn short- 
hand and typewriting. The 
humble shorthand writer soon 
earned for himself the name ofa 
trusted and much sought-after 
man, because he looked after 
confidential correspondence, 
Some of these writers even rose 
to high positions in course of 
time. 


This field opened up an av- 
enue for women too. They got 
intosecretarial work and became 
independent personsin theirown 
right. 

Perhaps the greatest tribute 
to Pitman has been from India. 
It is said that once Pitman him- 





So eee 








Lady (to milkman) : Why are 

you so late today? 
Milkman : What can I do, 
madam? The water came late! 
Y.G. Aparna, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 020. 


self took down a Sanskritstanza 
inshorthand, and readitback as, 
easily as though it were his 
mother tongue! Another instance 
has it that Lord Carmichael, a 
former Governor General of In- 
dia in the pre-independance 
days, took down a Bengalitrans- 
lation of the speech he intended 
to make in shorthand. He ren- 
dered it with such precision, that 
the Bengali audience was left 
spell-bound. 


ThelateJ.J. Goodwin, a mi- 





grantinto America from England 
in 1895 was another famous 
shorthand user. He was the one 
who jotted down the lectures of 
Swami Vivekananda inthewest. 
But for him, the great Vedantic 


lectures ofthe Swami, 
and his patriotic 
speeches, could never 
have been preserved. 
Goodwin worked for 
the Madras Mail (a 
newspaper), but died at the very 
young age of twenty-eight, 

Pitman pursued his interest 
inreading, particularly spelling. 
He popularised the phoneticsys- 
tem for spelling and established 
an institute at Bath for this. He 
was knighted three years before 
his death, in 1897. 





Today, Pitman's shorthand 
has come to stay. In every field 
— be it business or industry, the 
shorthand writer has become a 
necessity. His work calls for a 
high degree of alertness, and the 
writer has to use his head as 
much as his hand. 


Sir Isaac Pitman will be re- 
membered as long as the system 
he has devised survives. And 
shorthand can never disappear. 

All that is needed is a pencil 
and a piece of paper. 

At the memorial at Bath Ab- 
bey, stands this tablet : 

In memory of Sir Isaac Pit- 
man 1813-1897 

Inventor of Pitman’s Short- 
hand. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 














VISITING 


CChU 


twas Saturday. Priyanka and|, our own with our friend, 
| were to spend the day in our Meenakshi has a pet langur. It 
friend Meenakshi's house. We was a present from an uncle in 
were determined to have a real Rajasthan. Meenu was a person 
good time. Imagine! A full day allon with a sense of humour, but at 
times, she could be so gloomy, that 








you'd think it was the end of the 
world. 

When we entered her room, we 
saw a plate of chips and a few 
‘sweets on her desk. On one wall, 
was a poster with ‘Ten Command- 
ments’ written on it. They were 
Meenu’s own commandments. 

had seen it before, but Priya 
hadn't. 


TEN_COMMANDMENTS : 

1. Hardwork is hazardous to 
health. 

2, Studying during holidays is 
injurious to health. 

3. Watch T.V. Thatis the only way 
to become an idiot. 





4. "Never give, always take. ‘cause 
tue joy lies only in taking, 

” 5. Wrinkles are hereditary, Parents 
get ‘em from children. 

6. Never think twice before you do 
anything. 

7. Always keep your room dirty. 
That is the only way to Godliness. 

8. Always be well prepared fora hit 
‘movie quiz, .. always watch the its in 
movies. You could also watch the so- 
so ones. And I won't stop you from 
watching the poor ones. 

9. Always have many extra- 
curricular activities like jumping over 
walls, breaking panes, stealing jam, 
catching cats by their tails, reading late 
at night etc. 
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10, Always remain idle, Only then can 
you be a true person, 
ere, | must stop to com- 


| | ment on my friend, Other 


than the seventh commandment, 
she disobeys the rest. 

We decided to play tennis first. 
Priya and |had brought our rackets. 
Itwas a very curious game. It was 
a three-layer tennis, since we had 
nonet, We stoodin a triangle and hit 
the ball to each other, In a few 
minutes, we were sick of the game, 

So we decided to play a proper 
game of tennis, and | was to be 
commentator, The first game 
was bugging, but soon Priyanka 
and Meenakshi were playing a 
furious game. To make it look more 
like Wimbledon, | perched high on 
the wall and continued my com: 
mentary, 


henithappened. Priyamade 
a mistake. She tit the ball 
straight at me. Terror-striken, | 
ducked. This was followed by a ear- 





shattering crash behind me. turned. 
The glass pane of a neighbour's 
window had shattered, 

“Let's scoot,” said Meenakshi, 

But Priya and | thought difer- 
ently, We went into the neighbour's 
house and apologised for breaking 
the pane. 

“We'll pay for it aunty,” we said, 

She was very pleased that we 
had apologised and sent us away 
with a smile, 


fter that, we wandered into 

the kitchen tohelp Meenu's 
mom cut some vegetables. Bored 
with that, we resorted to chess. 
Meenu and | played the first game. 
When she realized she was losing, 
Meenu said, “Sushi, | have a bad 
headache, Let's stop the gamerright 
here.” 

So chess was over. 

“Lunch ready!” Meenu’s mom 
called out, Were we hungry! We 
wolfed down a delicious lunch of 
puri, sabjj, pulao, salad and papad, 
followed by ice-cream. 

Mmm.... No three guesses what 
re did next. We slept. For two 





we 
PO i Itwas three o'clock when we 





"What delicacy can we have for 
tiffin?” My thoughts were rudely 
broken by Micky (have your forgotten 
the langur?) who ran off with the 
outhouse keys. The outhouse was 
Meenu's lab, and the keys were 


precious! 

e chased Micky, who 
WV secieionsnesicth 
of the mango tree in the backyard. 
After a lot of coaxing and cajoling, 
Micky threw the keys down. They 
fell straight into the gutter. We fished 
them out, washed them, and trooped 
to the outhouse. 





After a lot of abortive experi 
ments (the last one frightened us 
out of our wits), we went into the 
house. 

We were in for a nice surprise. 
Meenu’s dad had brought home a 
video cassette. It was Sholay" We 


thanked him and watched it 
mesmerised (don't ask me what's 
so mesmerising about it.) 

Soon, the day was done, and it 
was time to say goodbye. | think 
Micky was the saddestto see us go, 


Lakshmi Balaraman, aged 13, 
Holy Angels Anglo Indian H.S. 
Madras. 
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There 
was 
another 
sob, 
followed 
by two 
sniffs. 












ANUSHA’S 
VALENTINE 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
IN TWO PARTS 


tk H aveyouseen 
‘Mss, Doubt- 
fre?”asked 
Diva, shifting herself 
toa more comfy pos- 
tion in her char 

“YohISuperbmoviel 

Actually, yesterday, 
my cousinshadcome, 
0." 
“will you. stop 
taking?" saidaweay, 
late voice. The girs 
looked up. It was 
Prashant, their class- 
leader, 

“Weare only whis- 
pering,”’saidRashmi, 
“Okay, listen yaar, 
you know that Priya 
lives close to MY.” 











“Ifyoudon'tstop talking, I'lwrite your 
names,” threatened Prashant, 

“You know how to write?!" said 
Gayathri, In mock surprise. “Ooiyo, | thought 
you were iliterate!"* 

The girls squealed with laughter at this. Even 
Prashant had to smile. 

“Better shut-up, ”" he said, amused. 

“Why?Can'‘tweshutdown?” retorted Gayathd, 
“Or open-up?”” 


Prashant grittedhisteeth. “Look I‘mwamning fiction, 













you for the lost time...” his 
uddenly Preethi sow their class-teacher t 
Mrs. Ramaswamy, who taught them a true 
English, standing at the doorway, glaring at her 
clas story, 
“'Shut-up! Miss hos come. Hush! Shoot ‘ 
“Be quiet! it says so 
“HuuuLUUUULssshhhsth!” hised Sandeep, inth 
The Bad Boy of the class. In the 
After some quiet had been restored, the ” 
, book. 


class took up its usual chorus. 
“Goooda morning, maadaam!"* 
“Don’t sing it!”’ snapped Mrs. Ramaswamy. 
“Say it properly.” 
“Good moming madam!"” 
Mrs. Ramaswamy sighed. No use dealing 





RIDDLES 


@:Whatisamanwho 

saysno to everything 

called? 

A: A'Noman’ 
Suma, aged 10, 





@: How did the 
elephant getinto the 
car? 
‘A: By opening the 
door! 


@:Inabigmeetingot 
forest onimals, which 
‘animal was absent? 
A: The elephant, 
because it wasinside 
the car. 

M. Vivek Shenoy, 
Jaya : 
$70012. 


Bra: toe 
Sa 
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with the class when they were in this mood, 
“Tumn to page 33 in your English text. We 
‘are going to do ‘Amber’ today,” 





mber’ wos about a dog which hada 
disease called Demodectic Mange. 
At the end of the story, Amber had fo be put 
to sleep, because she was suffering from a 
disease that was incurable. On the whole, it 
wos a sad and touching story. 

“Ankita. stond up ond read said Mrs. Rama- 
swamy. Ankita got up and began to read. 

Mrs. Ramaswamy interrupted after a while, 
to explain something in grammar. 

“The participles and gerunds 
began, 

“Can | have some water, miss?"” walled a 
voice. 

“Who is that?’” she asked sharply. 

“Nitin, Miss!"* shouted the whole class, 
seizing the opportunity to scream, 

“Hush,"" said Mrs. Ramaswamy, "'Stand- 
up, Nitin.” 


she 








stood up, wondering what was going 
to befall him. 

Nitin.”” said Mrs. Ramaswamy, stemly, 
“When you want to ask something, you put 
up your hand. And you do net interrupt me. 
while | speak!” 

“Sorry, miss," said Nitin, carelessly, 

“Now sit down!" 

Nitin sat down and immediately his hand 
shot up. 

“Now whatisit?”* asked Mrs. Ramaswamy, 
exasperated. 

“Can I have water, miss?” 

Mrs. Romaswamy had to smile, 

“Yes, youmay. Ankita, continue reading.” 

Ankita stood up. 















* ‘Sister Rose, I'm afraid it is all over with 
Amber’, she read on. "* ‘The kindest thing 
would be to put her to sleep.’ “” 





1b sounded from somewhere. 
“sister Rose was shocked. ‘Oh, well,” she 
said..." 








There was another sob, followed by two snifs. 
“Now who Is crying?’” asked Mrs. Rama- 
swamy, wondering what was wrong with her 
class that moming, 

Before the class could scream, “Anusha, 
miss!" the bell rang. Mrs. Ramaswamy hurriedly 
wished the class and scuttled off 

“Why are you crying, Anusha?’ asked 
Gayath, immediately, 

“Why isshe crying?” enquired Karthik. Although 
his nose was short, It poked into everything, 

“Amber, yaar,’ sputtered Anusha, tears 
outandsplashingontoherdesk. "Amber shedied!* 


he others roared with laughter. 
“Don’t be so sick, Anusha,” cried Aditya, 
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Customer : Of what use is this new 
super computer? 
Salesman :t can do hat your job for 
you. 
Customer: Great I toke two! 
K. Radhika and 8, Ramya, aged 13, 
Madras» 600 034 


———— 
gutfawing. "Fancy crying over a 
sly fictitious dog!” 

“It isn't fictlon,”’ said Anusha, 
defiantly. “itis a true story, it says 
80 In the book,” 

“Poooooocer Amber!” sneered 
Karthik. “Don'tery overspittmil!” 

“None of you have a’ heart,” 
wept Anusha, dramatically, “Not 
one! And if you have, itis made 
of stone.” 

The others laughed stil more 
loudly at ths, 

Divya suddenly remembered 
thot the Maths teacher had an- 
nounced a Graph test the previ- 
‘ous day, 

“Ay, Anusha teach me thissum 
10?" she begged, showing her a 
book, 

“No, impossibie,”* said Anusha, 
pushing away the book, “Bring 
Amber back to life, then I'lltalk to 
you."’ 

The others stored ot Anusha. 
She could goallfimyand dramatic 
when she liked. 

“You've gone crazy, bonkers,”” 
said Preeth, at lost. “Stork raving 
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It's okay,”’ said Anusha, obsti- 
Nately. "Just bring Amberbackto 
life, Then I'l talk to you.”* 


he maths teacher walked in 

nd set up a snappy revision 
test, And then as the class sighed, 
groanedandpuzdedoverthe Maths 
test, Preethi got a brillant idea 
that would soon put an end to 
‘Anusha's siliness, 

“Diya, Rashmi, Gayathi” caled 
Preethi,assoonasschoolwas over, 

Goyothrl was laughing crazily 
over ajoke and came staggering 
over to her. 

“What?” she asked 

“Tomorrow is Feb, 14th," sald 
Preethi, 

"$02" asked Rash 
61} t's Valentine's Day and 

People send cards to each 
other,"‘soldPreethi grinning, “Let's 
sendone to Anusha and write from 
‘Your Long lost Amber’ ar some- 
thing lke thatl”” 

“Yes,” ctied Gayathr, Jumping 
with excitement, “Oooiyol $o 
funny it will bel"* 

“Yes,""said Preethl, showing all 
her thirty-two white teeth. “Divya 
and | are going to ‘Landmark’ 
today and see if we don't buy a 
really super’ cardi” 

(TO BE CONCLUDED) 
Yamini N., Std. IX, 

Padma Seshadri B.B.S.8.S. 
Madras. 





parents and I had 
just returned after 
watching an evening 
show at the cinema. The movie 
had been about a poltergeist, or 
‘a ghost that moved things and 
shook the house. 

After eating our dinner, we 
‘went to sleep. It was past mid- 
night. I couldn't sleep, for Iwas 
thinking about the film. All ofa 
sudden, I could hear ves 
falling over, and banging about, 
in the kitchen. It seemed tome, 
thatthe ground was shaking too. 
Wasitadream? I pinched myself. 

But it was too real. I was 
terrified. 


ran to my parents bedroom. 
By now, the shaking had 
Stopped, and all was calm-and 


quiet. I woke my parents-up, 
and told them about the strange 


things that had happened. “It's 
that film we saw,” my. parents 
scolded me, “Now go to sleep.” 

“You're right,” I mumbled; “I 
was quite frightened>after 
watching that movie.” 

I crept back into bed, tremb- 
ling, pale and frightened. 


henext morning, [picked up 
‘my cup of coffee, and began 
to read the newspaper. 
Earthquake! screamedthehead- 
lines. I remembered the falling 
vessels, and the shaking floor of 
last nightSo, it had been the 
earthquake, not a ghost or a 
poltengeist 
‘Theearthquakehad been very 
severe in many places and a lot 
of people had lost their lives, 
Thadn't dreamed it,after all. 
M. Rashmi, aged 12, 
Belthangady -574214. 
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SWEET ‘n’ SHORT 



































atient : Doctor, doctor! | 
need glasses! 
Butcher : You certainly do! 
This is a butcher's shop! 


Elizabeth Augustine, 
ged 12, 
Bangalore - 84. 














VIEWPOINT 


Dear Eiitor, 
Robberies and thetts have become very 
‘common nowadays, People ae being robbed 
in broad dayight. 

Houses are broken into and people are 
killed if they resist. Nothing s safe anymore, 
for this happens everyeiners 


R.Gita, 
Madras - 600 028. 





Dear Exitos, 
3 | completely disagree with Amt 
Shivadas (December issue). Man should no 
kil helpless animals for his own benefit 
Recently, when so many pé 
infected with plague, did we 
‘made sure that they got the right treatment 
‘and tied our best to eure them. 
‘Similarly, we should make sure that dogs 
are innoculated against rabies. 
5. Soumya, aged 14, 
Vidya Mandi 
Madras. 





Dear Editor, 
J | disagree with Syed Imran (Noverte 
issue). We may wear jeans and shits, but 
inside we remain the same. We pray to 
Gods, celebrate our festivals, and live the 















Indian way. 

Just because our clothes change, the 
mind doesn’. 

Neha Thakkar, 

New Bombay - 400 073. 





Eater, 

feare becoming westemised. But why 

point fingers at women only? Haven't we 

‘Seen men wearing ear-ings and sporting 
k ‘F pony-tails? 

V. Mythli, aged 10, 

Madras and 

‘Shweta Mishrikotkar, std Vil, 

Mount Carmel School, 

Nagpur 

















Eder, 

We are wearing westemised clothes 

because we want fo ape the west, 
but because they are more comfortable 

. Shilpa aged 16, 

Bangalore and 

‘Soumya Kamakshi, aged 15, 
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‘ow creative are you in tine of walking all the way to 
Hie: life? No, Iam not class and back, and did not en- 
sking you if you are a joy singing at all. 

good painter, writer or a poet. 
Think — do you enjoy the chal- WY) Bane obviously avoids 
lenges that everyday life brings? challenges and Vidya found 
Let me give you examples. routine boring. What is needed 
Mahesh was a good student. from both of them is fresh think- 


But he was not very keen on ing on how they should approach 
homework, classwork or project their activities. 
work. His heart sank everytime — Mahesh could tackle his 
his teacher announced a project schoolwork like a soldier at the 
or a test. warfront, And Vidya can invent 
Vidya loved to sing. She en- many games, watch people 
rolled herself in music class. But around her, on her way to music 
soon, she came to hate the rou- 



















—_ 


he world around us is 
interesting all the time 

Nothing really remains the 
same — there are so many 
things taking place. An alertand 
creative mind can make the best 
of it. 

“Just suppose there's no bread 
or dosa batter at home for break- 
fast,” says Sandhya Narang of 
EREHWON, Madras, ‘Ican look 
at it two ways. I can see it as a 
problem. Or I can take up the 
challenge and create a different 
dish with the ingredients I 
have.” 

Creativity, in short, is tomake 
the best of what you have 


andhya and her husband 
Rajiv Narang founded EREH- 


WON, a self-learning 
skills programme in 
BL Delhi. Now based in 
Madras, Rajiv Narang 
and his team have an 
office at R. M. Towers 
on Chamiers Road. 
“Many parents 
| think that being 
creative is to be good 
at dancing or paint- 
ing, etc.,” says 


of ourselves just because we 
have no real talent? But what ex- 
actly is talent? 

Talent, as we think of it to- 
day, is a special skill that one is 
good at. 

We very often hear comments 


like, “She has inborn talent.” 
“She has a natural talent for...” 


alent, is a skill which we 

love to do, and which we 
are good at. We make this skill 
finer by practise. Talent grows 
or dies, according to the inter- 
est shown in the skill. 

Thus, if you love to paint, and 
you are good at it, it will not de- 
velop further if you don’t take 
interest in it. 

‘This is true of all the things 
we do in daily life. 

“Tmay be a good dancer,” says 
Sandhya, “But I may not be a 
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good cook.” 


A‘ creative thi 

make all activity, fun acti- 
vity. Thus, Mahesh ean enjoy his 
project work, and Vidya, her 
trips to music class. You need no 
help to work out these creative 
solutions. Alittle understanding 
of yourself and what you want 
to do, will do the trick? 


M ny parents think that 
their children waste 
their time playing, listening to 
music, or doodling, while there 
is so much homework to do. Re- 
laxing is important too. But 
what should be done, is to mark 
out a study time, which should 











be regularly followed. 


Sus too, can be ap- 
proached in many different 
ways (see box). 

As Sandhya says, “It is the 
way you look at it. You can in- 
vent so many different methods 
of doing the same thing.” 


ach one of us is creative. If 
E ‘ou have a special interest 
like drawing or painting, (or 
sculpting, like the girl on the 
cover), good for you! But if 
you don’t, then it’s not bad 
either. 
Be a little creative by just be- 
ing you! 


S. SRIDHAR, 
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TEST YOUR CREATIVITY 


re is one example of how plete one lesson (or how many 
you can use creativity in You set yourself) everyday. 
our studies. ® Give yourself a point for 
* Every time you complete every lesson completed in the 
learning a lesson, ive yourself loved subject column, two points 
a point. for every lesson you complete in 
* Add up the number of theso-sosubjects, and two points 
points every day. for completing each lesson in 
* Speak toyourparentsabout the subjects that you dislike. 
this point system. You can ask —'* Your rewards, of course, 


them to give you a treat each depend on the effort that you 
time the total exceeds a particu- take, 


















lar set figure. 
1° here is another alterna- ‘ere's a way you can en- 
tive method. joy watching television 





orreading books, just that lit- 
tle more. 






* Watch your favourite 
programme in a group with 
your friends, 







* Take turns to question 

each other on the minute 
details of what you saw on 
the small sereen, 








For instance, you can 
ask your friends the col- 

\ “our of a certain ac- 
tress's handkerchief, 


or even the colour of 
the nail polish she 
wore! 


" TY. watching 
thus, becomes a keen creative 
mental exercise, Lam sure your 
friends will enjoy it too. 









* Divide the subjects that you 
enjoy reading, the subjects that 
youdon't mind readingand the *You can try this same exer- 
subjects that you hate, intothree cise with the books you have 
columns on a sheet of paper: read, if you and your friends 

* Make up your mind to com. share the same reading tastes. 


















here were just ten minutes left for 
the first period to begin, and! had 
still to pack my books, and do the home- 
work (which had completely slipped out of my 
mind yesterday). | madeit to college ten minutes 
late, and luck (unusually) favoured me, The teacher 
was on leave. 
| thought of writing that morning's hurry and scurry with 
a little exaggeration here and there, and send it to some 
magazine. (That's the kind of thing that is published now-a-days 
isn't it?) But back at home, | had to prepare for a test, and so 
| postponed my plans 












Buttne day | sat down to write, | felt foolish to have even 
thought of it. This is not the first time that | had planned great 
things, and ended up doing nothing! | guess many of you 
have had similar experiences. 

lam of the belief that any idea, however weakit may seem, 
is worthy enough to give a try. Who knows, it may even 
change our lives forever! But once you postpone it, you will 
lose your enthusiasm in carrying it out. So next time you think 
of something new and original, do it right away! 

Some minutes ago, | had planned to write some- 
thing entirely different. But it has ended 
up in this... May be | will write it 
some other day when | 
have more time. 
Oops...!! 


~ Small Truths 
86 coumlinay % a” 
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ETABLE PICKLE 





Youneed: 1 tsp. fenugreek 
; powder 
Ys a cauliflower dunes 
‘ kg, peas powder 
izes caret 4 thsp. chilli powder 
125 gms, beans pp: cnllll power 
i bigew | teaspoon asafoetida 

ana powder 
24 limes 2-cups gingelly oil 
How to make it 





Wash and clean all vegetables. Peel carrots and dice finely. Shell 
peas, string the beans and cut them. Chop the mango into small 
cubes, and cut the cauliflower. 

Measure out salt into a bowl. Squeeze lime juice into it. Mix the 
vegetables into it and keep aside. 

Heat a kadai with a little oil, on the fire, Add fenugreek, turmeric, 
chilli and asafoetida powders and roast well. Turn off the fire. Add the 
rest of the oil, and carefully add the vegetables to it. 

Bottle the pickle when it cools, 


‘The pickle is ready to be 








aten two days later, 


Anagha Suresh, aged 11, 
The School (K.F.L.) 
Madras. 





Bus Conductor : Tickets please, =, 


Ram : | want a full ticket for my grandmother 
‘and one half for me, 


Conductor : You fool! You have a moustache 
and you want a half ticket? 


Ram : Then give me a full ticket. A half ticket 
for my grandmother as she has no moustache. 


Jones Augustine, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 84, 


ello readers! Wish youall a Happy New 
H Year! In the last two issues we saw the 
history of computers and how the 
modern computer works. Let us now move on to 
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the different types of softwares. 

Inthe previous issue, we saw that softwares 
are classified as System, Utility and Application 
softwares, 
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computers can do nothing by themselves and 
requires the support of softwares in order to work. 
Computers, as you know consists of monitors, 
keyboards, floppy disk drives, etc. To integrate 
these components and function together as a 
‘computer system, weneed master control programs 
called OPERATING SYSTEMS. Operating systems 
(OS) are system softwares which permit the continuous 
operation of a computer system from programto program, 
with minimum amount of operator intervention. In other 
words, the OS enables the system's hardware to work 
with the user's programs, 

Early computer systems did not have an 
operating system. These machines were hand 
operated by the programmer. Thus, the speed of 
processing was restricted to the speed at which 
the harassed operator couldinterpretand execute 
his operating instructions. These instructions 
were frequently ill-defined. But today’s 









THE CARD, THE 
WEAVER, THE 
comeuTer 


unghed cards were used as the 
~ standard computer input device 
till a few decades back. But it is 
interesting to know that punched 
cards were actually invented to 
control mechanical looms. It’ was 
Herman Hollerith andhhis census ma- 
chine (Gokulam Nov. issue) that made 
the use of cards as a medium of data 
processing. 

France was an early leader in 
elegant cloth weaving. A number of 
inventors had tried to automate the 
process to lower costs. In 1725, 
Basile Bouchon devised a method of. 


operating systems are smart 
enough, so that the user is no 




















selecting the threads automatically, 
Using paper tapes with holes punched 
‘on them, Later, in 1728, a French 
weaver named Falcon improved the 
loom, replacing the paper roll withan 
endless chain of stiff punched cards 
strung together. In 1745, Jacques de 
Vaucanson designed an experimental 
loom, This was modified by Joseph 
Marie Jacquard. 


he story of Jacquard is rather 

interesting, Hedesignedaloom 
to weave designs under the control 
of punched cards. The first version 
was burnt by an angry mob. But he 
had gained the interest of Napolean, 
theemperor ofFrance. Jacquard was 
summoned to the palace and was 
asked to study Vaucanson’s loom. 


longer concerned with the 
physical details of computer 
systems. Instead, he sees what 
is called a VIRTUAL MACHINE. 


perating 
Obyrens 
can be broadly 
classified as 














With the government's support he 
designed another loom, and was very 
successful. He brought prosperity to 
the city of Lyons, A monument was 
erected tohimatthe very spot where 


the first loom was burnt. 
hepunchedcard began 
Tented scan inp 
medium for computers. Input 

data were first re- 
corded by punching 
holes on a card. This 
card would then be 
fed into electro- 
‘mechanical machines, 


single-user and multi-user 
operating systems. Single user 
operating systems are the type 
of which allows only one person 
to work ata time. Whereas the 
multi-user allows a number of 
users to work through several 
terminals attached to the sys- 
tem. MS-DOS (Microsoft Disk 
Operating System) and UNIX are 
the examples of single-user and 
multi-user operating systems 
respectively. 



















holes and processed the data. For 
decades, this cardwas themost popular 
data entry device. But punched cards 
for computers passed into history on 
December 1984, when IBM closed the 
last ofits punched card manufacturing 
systems, 

ut to- 

day, the 
punched card is 
still in use in 
other fields. It 
is used in banks 
as teller cards. 
and in factories, 
to record the 
cexitand entry of 


‘employees. 


















Operating systems cannot 
communicate with all the input’ 
output devices. Softwares are 
written, wiich will enable the 
operating systemto communicate 
with the devices. These softwares 
are known as the device drivers. 


ne of the factors that 
makescomputers more 
popular, is the greater availability 
of Application Programs. An 
Application program is one that 
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has been written to control the 
processing of a particular task 
Programs written for generating 
bills ina supermarket is an appl 
cation program. Computer users 
can now choose from thousands 
of pre-written application pack- 
ages. 


Thereare softwares whichare | 


used to perform a wide range of 
tasks like word processing, 
managing datas, etc. Softwares 
which enable us to do these jobs 
are known as Utility softwares. 
ABASE Ill plus, Word Star and 








Lotus 1-2-3 are the popular util 
ity softwares. 

See you again next month. 
Weill be talking about some- 
things that causes a lot of prob- 
lems to computer users. 

COMPUTER POINT, Adyar. 


| Ifyou have any queries on 

| computers, write to : 

| ‘Computer Point, 

| Education and Consultancy 
Division, No. 60, Ill Main Road, 

| Kasthurba Nagar, Madras -20 | 





HOW 
OLD 


YOU? 
was in the sixth standard, and it 
| was my birthday. | wanted to 
give sweets to Mrs. Sucheetha, 
my friend Niranjana's mother. Mrs. 
Sucheetha taught the college 
adjoining our school. 

So, after school, | went over to 
the college. 

Mrs. Sucheetha was speaking on 
‘Night of the Scorpion’ a poem by 
Nizzim Ezekeil. She was telling the 
class, what a hold superstitious 
beliefs held over rural people. | 
excused myself, and she smiled. 

“Come in, dear,” she said, 

“Miss,” | said, "It's my birthday 
today." 





he wished me, and took a 
sweet, 
How old are you?" she asked 





SCHOOL EXPERIENCE 







me.” 

Smiling widely, | replied, “My 
grandmahas toldme never to reveal 
my age on my birthday.” 

The whole class began to laugh. 

My smile vanished, for I did not 
understand. 

| am in college now. Mrs. 
Sucheetha remembers ths incident 
and explains why the class had 
laughed. 

“There | was,” she says, “Telling 
them about superstitions, and you 
‘come right in, and tell me what your 
grandma told yo 





Radha Devi, 
Nirmala College, Coimbatore. 








Patient : Doctor! | feel | am a cactus 
plant. 
Doctor : Don't worry! fil send you to a 
desert! 
P. Rekha, aged 12, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kolar Gold Fields - 563 115, 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS i! 


‘ane and Smitha were 
ibest friends. They studied 
jin the eighth standard. 
‘But they had very diff: 

erent natures indeed. Smitha 
was a friendly person and mixed 
with everybody. Jane, however, 
liked to keep to herself, and was 
possessive aboutSmitha too. She 
didnot want Smitha tohave any 
other friend but herself, 

“{ don’t like you being too 
friendly with other girls,” she 
told Smitha one day, during 
lunch-break. Smitha was sur- 
prised. 


“Why shouldn't I?” she asked. 

“I don't like them to be your 
friends,” explained Jane, “Treat 
them as your classmates, that’s 
all.” 

Smitha was quite irritated. 
She had not realized that her 
friend was not quite sociable, till 





hat evening, walking 

home with Smitha, Tina 

said, “Smitha! You seem 
troubled about something.” 


MAKING FRIEND! 





WITH JANE 


“Yes, I am,” Smitha admit- 
ted, and she told Tina about 
Jane's behaviour.” 
“don'tknow what todoabout, 
it," Smitha admitted, “She's too 
possessive about me, and does 
not want to mix with others.” 
“In that case,” Tina said, 
“Why do youremain her friend?” 
“What are you saying?” de- 
manded Smitha, “Jane is my 
friend, and I can't ditch her just 
because she’s gotsomebeein her 
bonnet.” 
“Well..."Tina pondered, “You 
have a point. 











“Jane is a 
very nice girl,” 
defended Smi- 
tha, “She's an 
introvert, that’s 
all.” 

Tina could 
not forget Smitha’s problem. The 
more she thought about it, she 
decided she must help Smitha 
somehow. 


[henext morningatschool, 

Tina went upto Smitha 

and Jane, and began to 
make conversation. Smitha talk- 
ed cheerfully as usual, and Jane 
looked away as if bored, in her 
‘usual manner. 

During lunch-break, Tina 
along with Sonia, tried to talk to 
Jane, but it was useless. Jane 
answered their questions 





COUN S95, 





without interest, and the two 
had to give up. 

So Sonia and Tina began an 
animated discussion about their 
homes, and soon, a groupofchat- 
tering girls formed around them. 
Looking at them, Smitha told 
Jane, “Let's join them.” 

Without giving her friend a 
chancetoanswer, Smitha caught 
her by her arm, and dragged her 
into the group. 


‘ane felt very odd at first. 
[But theway the girlsspoke, 
the jokes they exchanged, 
and the fun they had really 
impressed her. 
“What a lot of fun they're 
having,” she thought. 


‘That evening, as Smi- 
tha and Jane were pack- 
ing their bags to go home, 
‘Sharmila waved and said, 
“Hey, you two! How about 
coming to my house to 
lunch on Sunday? It’s my 
birthday and I've invited 
Asha, Rizwana, Sonia, 
Rubeena,Tina and a few 
others.” 

Before Smitha could 
reply, Jane answered, 
“Sure! We'll be there!” 

Smitha could hardly 
believe her ears, But she was 
glad too. Her friend was 
beginning tomix with theothers! 


ackathome, Smitha rang 
‘Tina up to tell her about 
Jane's transformation, 

“ThanksalotTina,”she said, 
“T know you helped bring about 
this.” 

“Youtalk asif Ihave achieved 
amiracle,”Tinajoked,"Andmere 
thanks is not enough. You will 
have to give me a really gener- 
ous treat.” 

“Well,” Smitha answered, 
“It'll be Jane's treat this time,” 

Merlita A. Pinto, aged 14, 

St. Anne's ILS., 
Mangalore. 
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SOME MEN ARE'BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 


Shirts & Trousers 
Gniy at 
41-42, Bhalya Complex, 

286, Purasawalkam High Road, 
‘Madras - 600007. Phone : 6428986 








